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already made the break that Dick Weymer only contemplated; she
had moved out on her husband and into a place of her own. But
after a separation of several weeks, Hoyt succeeded in persuading
her to seek our advice.
No two women could be more unlike than Jan Summers and
Andrea Weymer. Jan was trim-waisted, deeply tanned, obviously
the outdoor type. She was not a good housekeeper or cook and
was proud of the fact. She had not conducted a careful study of
her husband's likes and dislikes. She was unwilling to make any
concessions to his preferences. Indeed she did not want to return
to him. She made that clear the moment she marched into the
counseling office, just as she immediately made clear her aggres-
sive nature. She shifted the position of her chair; she adjusted the
window shade to her personal satisfaction without asking permis-
sion; she rearranged the grouping of the pen and ink and other
small articles on the counseling desk. When a feminine client be-
haves in this fashion, regardless of her youth, we can easily deduce
she is strong-minded and stubborn. Jan was also very nervous. It
was impossible for her to sit still as she recounted her grievances
against Hoyt:
My husband patrols the block outside my apartment like a po-
liceman. Hoyt knows he and I are all washed up, but he haunts
my neighborhood. No matter what hour of the night I arrive—I am
carrying several college courses in the evening—Hoyt is lurking
somewhere in the vicinity. He doesn't care who may be with me
when he pops up and stages a scene.
Last night a classmate of mine was coining in to discuss an as-
signment. When we went in the apartment house Hoyt was in full
command of the public hallway. He was right outside my door sit-
ting on his suitcase. To save me embarrassment, my friend made a
rapid exit. Whereupon Hoyt, who has been insisting I move back
with him, tried to move in with me. After an unpleasant argument
he managed to snatch my key and push in. I ran outside, jumped

